
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



SONNETS 

THE WALK ON THE MOOR 

"Tonight is many-sorrowed," said the moon: 
She and the clouds were whirled above the moor ; 
Small as a glow-worm shone my cottage door. 
"Cometh the morning late or over-soon 
The night is sorrow's measure," ran her rune. 
Do ye not hear forgotten littlenesses, 
Mother, whose kiss lies warm on children's tresses? 
Hear, then, the soundless rush of elfin shoon, 

Feet that are but the wind across the grass — 
How long ago they passed to women's wailing ! 
Women whose ancient sorrow leaves you this, 
Ye that have borne ! — that not a breeze shall pass 
Across your hair but 'tis small fingers trailing, 
And tears shall sting you at your children's kiss. 



MORNING ON THE BEACH 

Some brighter thing than sunlight touched the sea 
And out of dawn arose a wind of joy: 
They woke and chirped — my girl, and then my boy — 
Like birds that have not learned what fears there be. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

"And now," I thought, "there dawns a day to me: 
One day, at least, defies moon-prophecies; 
One day shall call the old world sorrows lies, 
So let us now be happy utterly!" 

Then we had playmates in the grains of sand — 
I heard them, many-laughing, by the water; 
The sweet air thrilled to speech without a tongue. 
They met my boy and led him by the hand 
To venturous depths; they showed my little daughter 
How children built on sand when time was young. 

Georgia Wood Pangborn 
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